Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any lights except the shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island here that flowered once for Dutch sailors' eyes-a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby's house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.
And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of Gatsby's wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy's dock. He had come a long way to this blue lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night.
Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgiastic future that year by year recedes before us. It eluded us then, but that's no matter-tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms farther.... And one fine morningSo we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.
What is immediately striking is how alike Forster and Fitzgerald are in their imagery, in their use of symbols, in their gift of rhetoric, in their feeling for the native land that lies beneath and beyond the human dramas enacted upon it. In Howards End and The Great Gatsby they are dealing with the same basic theme, which each sees as a national theme: the conflict between the outer life and the inner life, between, to put it crudely, those who do and those who feel. Forster conducts an intensive exploration of this conflict, which is not for him a clash of black and white, and the movement of the novel is towards resolution and reconciliation. It is difficult for him to make us accept the Wilcox-Schlegel marriage-we never do accept it entirely-but at least the difficulty has been directly faced.
If the conclusion of The Great Gatsby leaves us with no such feeling of dissatisfaction, that is largely because the movement of the book is circular: the action and the symbolism are designed to illustrate, emphasize and justify Nick Carraway's opening distinction between Gatsby, with his 'heightened sensitivity to the promises of life', and, on the other hand, the 'foul dust [which] floated in the wake of his dreams'. When in the course of Nick's funeral oration-for that is what it amounts to-Gatsby's story is suddenly expanded into a parable of man's fate, the splendour of the rhetoric blinds us to the fact that this is a development for which the action of the novel has not completely prepared us. This may give rise, in retrospect, to certain intellectual doubts about the book. The mode of The Great Gatsby, however, is essentially poetic, and on this level the resolution achieved is wholly satisfying.
It is often noted that in The Great Gatsby Jay Gatsby's business affairs are revealed only in brief and ambiguous glimpses. We learn little more of his background, indeed, than we do of Christopher Newman's. If this is less disturbing in The Great Gatsby than in The American, that is because Fitzgerald, without necessarily being more informative than James, at least supplies more food for the Brazilian coffee plantations and dreamers were muscled out of patent rights in new tractors-these were some of the people who gave a tithe to Nicole and, as the whole system swayed and thundered onward, it lent a feverish bloom to such processes of hers as wholesale buying, like the flush of a fireman's face holding his post before a spreading blaze. She illustrated very simple principles, containing in herself her own doom, but illustrated them so accurately that there was grace in the procedure, and presently Rosemary would try to imitate it.
It should now be clear that to speak of Fitzgerald's 'confidence trick' in The Great Gatsby is to describe his technique, not to decry it. Angus Wilson, after all, has recently said that all fiction is a confidence trick,l and Coleridge spoke long ago of 'the willing suspension of disbelief that constitutes poetic faith'. The method, as has been suggested, is akin to that of poetry and works primarily through the imagery. Alternatively we might say that it is a cinematic technique, achieving economy, speed and tautness by building up the narrative through the scene rather than the chapter unit, cutting abruptly from one scene to another, using the flashback, creating a total pattern through recurrent phrases, scenes, situations, images. The symbolism of the 'green light' is obvious enough, but scarcely less insistent are such images as Gatsby's yellow car, Daisy's white roadster, the blue lawns of Gatsby's house. We might examine, for the sake of example, the way in which Daisy's representativeness is defined by the images which cluster round her. After the famous moment when Gatsby says that Daisy's voice is 'full of money' Nick, as narrator, goes on: That was it. I'd never understood before. It was full of money-that was the inexhaustible charm that rose and fell in it, the jingle of it, the cymbals' song of it....High in a white palace the king's daughter, the golden girl.... This paragraph is the climax of two strands of imagery which also come together in Daisy's name: the daisy flower is white with a golden centre ('in a white palace... the golden girl'). Daisy herself is always associated with whiteness: in chapter I and again in chapter vn Daisy and Jordan Baker sit together on the couch 'like silver idols weighing down their own white dresses', Daisy speaks of their 'white girlhood' together, and Jordan tells Nick that Daisy is a girl 'dressed in white, and had a little white roadster'. This whiteness obviously carries suggestions of innocence, remoteness and inaccessibility ('the white palace'), but in the first chapter it is already made clear that something more is involved: Sometimes she and Miss Baker talked at once, unobtrusively and with a bantering inconsequence that was never quite chatter, that was as cool as their white dresses and their impersonal eyes in the absence of all desire. They were here, and they accepted Tom and me, making only a polite pleasant effort to entertain or to be entertained. They knew that presently dinner would be over and a little later the evening, too, would be ovel and casually put away. 
